The Western Wind of Love

thrived in its millions. There are no polar wastes, and only near-
ness to the booming South, where the surf sounds like thunder.
This, then, was more temperate. It was less cold, and had not that
extreme of heat. Its origin was from far away, not from above our
heads, or from below our feet. This gave to it a strangeness of
unfamiliarity, made audible, even, in the accents of her voice.
Enough has already been written to point, by contrast, the dark
hair of this ghost, or phantom, for, like those others, she is that
most unusual of phenomena, a phantasm of the living. She had,
then, for this must be read in days to come, dark hair, with some-
thing of a dark or southern skin. With this, green eyes, or hazel,
as if cheated of their fairness. Something of a Creole, but bright
and not languorous, with the vitality of a young race living in a
new land. This made her generous, unselfish, and accommodating,
her eyes set wide apart, as though in token of these things. That
has been admired out of antiquity in emblem of those virtues, and
it is never wrong. With this went that refinement of bone which
the New World has made its mark of breeding; fine ankles, little
and delicate knees, legs which gleamed through the meshes of the
stocking. This thing is the very signature of the New World. It is
by this that their women triumph over the clumsy extremities of a
continent that has lost all culture and cohesion. It is in sign of
their sophistication; but, also, something of the savage enters into
this thinness and slightness of the bones. A Red Indian ancestry,
and more of that than can ever be the sober fact, is eloquent of
this beauty. Something of a winged lightness, a picking and
choosing of her steps, resulted from this nativity, or inborn trait;
it ruled her appearance upon any scene, and could be heard in the
going and coming of her footsteps. Of that new continent, also,
was the dazzling evenness and whiteness of her teeth, giving a
smile that could be likened to the sweet interior of some fruit or
flower. So many of these qualities indicate the character, and all
of them were born out in the living reality. This held the actual
proving of so much that had been mere surmise and intuition on
the part of the person who had lost every susceptibility at the first
shock of contact with her. It was, therefore, nothing less than the
reward of pure instinct, for the first results were a complete and
total blindness in which nothing further, or indeed, anything of
any import whatever, could be seen. The senses were numbed.
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